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SYNOPSIS.

A detachment of the KlRhtconth In-

fantry from Kurt Hethune trapped by
Indians tn a narrow gore. Anion; them
is u HtranRer who lmrnlu'cH himself hy
the name of Hampton, also (Hills th
post trailer, and his daughter, llillia and
a majority of the soldiers are killed dur-lii- K

a three dayn' hIik. Hampton and
the girl only escape from the Indians.
They fall exhausted on the plains. A
company of the Seventh cavalry. Lieut.
Hrant In command, find them. Hampton
and the plrl stop at the Miners' Home in
;iencaid. Mrs. Duffy, proprietress. Hamp-

ton talks the future over with Miss Uil-li- s

the Kill. She shows him her moth-
er's picture und tells him what she can
of her parentage and life. They decide

he Khali live with Mrs. IWrndon. Naida
the Kid runs away from Mrs. Herndon's

nd rejoins Hampton. He Induces her to
K hark, and to have nothing more to do
wllh him. Hampton plays his last game
of cards. He announces to lied Slavin
that he hns null, and then leaves CJlen-cal-

Miss I'hothe Sicncer arrives In
;ieniald to teach its lirst school. Miss

Spencer meets Naldu, Itev. Wynkoop.
to. She hoards at Mrs. Herndon's.

Naida and l.ieut. Hrant again meet with-
out his knowing who she Is. She informs
him of the coming Huchclor club ball In
honor of Miss Spencer. I.leut. Hrant
meets Silent Murphy. Custer's scout. He
rejorts trouble hivwlng umong the Sioux.
Modal difficulties arise at the Bachelor
Hub's ball among the udmlrers of Miss
Hpenccr. IJeut. Hrant meets Miss Spen-
cer hut she is not his uciualntanee of the
day before. She tells him of Naida. and
he accidentally meets her again us he Is
returning to the ballroom with a fan for
Miss Spencer. Brunt accompanies Naida
home from the dance. On the way she
Informs him us to who she Is, and that
she is to meet Hampton. Brunt and
Hampton meet. Hampton Informs the
lieutenant that his attentions to Naida
must cease, and proclaims an authority
over her that Justlties the statement.
Brant tells Hampton of the presence of
Silent Murphy, and of the fact that lied
Slavin receives government messages for
him. Miss Spencer called on Bob Hamp-
ton. Tells him of a d stranger
mistaking her for Naida. Brant Inter- -

lews lied Slavin. Kinds that he is an
lir the Seventh cavalry. It was

Slavin and Murphy's testimony that
more than ten years before had convicted
Kobert Nolan, then u captain In the Sev-
enth, of the murder of MaJ. Brant, Sr.
Hampton attempts to force a confession
from Slavin. Slavin Insists It Is Murphy
he wants, and Murphy had left. In a
scuffle Slavin Is killed by a knife thrust.
Hampton surrenders to Buck Mason,
marshal. Mob uttempts to capture him.
Mason and his prisoner escape to a hill
mid defend themselves. Mob lights fire
to burn them out. Brant tells Naida that
he loves her. She tells him there Is an
Insurmountable harrier between them,
but that she does not fully understand
It. Brunt and his troop rescues Hampton
and Mason from the fires set by the
mob. Brant curries the unconscious
gambler through the lines of fire. Hamp-
ton is taken to the hotel and Naida comes
to nurse him. Miss Spencer accepts the
heart and hand of Kev. Wynkoop. Brunt
is ordered to take the field. Before he
goes Naida tells him she loves him, but
cannot become his wife or offer an ex-
planation. He insists he will return to
her. Hampton goes on the trull of Silent
Murpry, then at Vheyctine. as the one
man who can clear Oapt. Nolan of the
charge of murder of MaJ. Brunt V years
before. Hampton arrives at Cheyenne
after Murphy hud hit with dispatches
for Custer.

CHAPTER XXVII. Continued.
The memory of his old plain craft

Mould not permit any neglect of the
few necessaries for the trip. He
bought without haggling over prices,
hut insisted on the best. So It was
four In the afternoon when he finally
struck Into the trail leading north-
ward. He rode a mettlesome, half-broke- n

bronco, a wicked-eye- brute,
which required to be conquered twice
within the first hour of travel; a sec-
ond and more quiet animal trailed be-

hind at the end of a lariat, bearing the
necessary equipment.

He had, by persistent questioning,
acquired considerable Information, dur-
ing that busy hour spent In Cheyenne,
regarding the untracked regions lying
before him, as well as the character
and disposition of the man he pur-

sued. Doth by instinct and training
he was able to comprehend those brief
hints that must prove of vast benefit
in the pathless wilderness.

The night was already dark, but
stars were gleaming brilliantly over-

head, and the trail remained easily
traceable. It became terribly lonely
on that wilderness stretching away
for unknown leagues In every direc-

tion, yet Hampton scarcely noted this,
so watchful was he lest he miss the
trail. To his Judgment, Murphy would
not be likely to ride during the night
until after he had crossed the Fourche.
There was no reason to suspect that
there were any hostile Indians south

f that stream, and probably therefore
the old scout would endeavor to con-

serve his own strength and that of his
horses, for the more perilous travel
beyond.

About midnight, the trail becoming
obscure, the rider made camp, confi-

dent he must have already gained
heavily on the man he pursued. He
lariated his horses and flinging him-

self down on some soft turf, almost
Immediately dropped asleep. He was
tip again before daylight, and, after
a hasty meal, pressed on. The nature
of the country had changed consider-
ably, becoming more broken, the view
circumscribed by towering cliffs and
deep ravines.

Iate In the afternoon he reined up
his horse and gazed forward into a
broad valley, bounded with precipi-
tous bluff. The trail led directly
down toward where a considerable
stream of water shone silvery In the
sun. half concealed behind a fringe of
willows. And yonder, close Ift against
those distant willows, some black dots
were moving. Hampton glued his
anxious eyes to the glass. The leveled
tubes clearly revealed a man on horse
UvrU loadlne another horse. The ani
mals w ere walking. There could be lit
tle doubt that this was Silent Murphy.
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Hampton lariated his tired horses
behind the bluff and returned to the
summit, lying flat upon the ground,
with the field-glas- s at his eyes. The
distant figures passed slowly forward
into the midst of the willows, and for
half an hour the patient watcher
scanned the surface of the stream be-

yond, but there was no sign of at-

tempted passage. The sun Bank lower
and finally disappeared behind those
desolate ridges to the westward.
Hampton's knowledge of plainscraft
rendered Murphy's actions sufficiently
clear. This was the Fourche; beyond
those waters lay the terrible peril of
Indian raiders. Further advance must
be made by swift, secret night riding,
and never-ceasin- vigilance. This was
what Murphy had been saving himself
and his horses for. Ileyond conjec-
ture, he was resting now within the
shadows of those willows, studying
the opposite shore and making ready
for the dash northward. Hampton be-

lieved he would linger thus for some
time after dark, to see If Indian fires
would afford any guidance. Confident
of this, he passed back to his horses,
rubbed them down with grass, and
then ate his lonely supper, not ventur-
ing to light a fire, certain that Mur-
phy's eyes were scanning every inch
of skyline.

Darkness came rapidly, while Hamp-
ton sat planning again the details of
his night's work. Then, with the two
animals trailing cautiously behind, he
felt his slow way on foot down the
steep bluff, into the denser blackness
of the valley.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
The Haunting of a Crime.

Murphy rested on his back In the

His Eyes

midst of a thicket of willows, wide
awake, yet not quite ready to ford the
Fourche and plunge into the dense
shadows shrouding the northern shore.
Crouched behind a log, he had so far
yielded unto as to light his
pipe.

Murphy had been amid Just such
environments many times

before, and the had grown
somewhat prosaic. Even Indian-scoutin- g

degenerates Into a commonplace
at last. So Murphy puffed contentedly
at his old pipe.

Hut suddenly there was the faint
crackle of a branch to his left, and
one hand instantly closed over his pipe
bowl, the other graspjng the heavy re-

volver at his hip. There came a plain,
undisguised rustling In the grass,
some prowling coyote, probably; then
his tense muscles immediately re-

laxed, and he cursed himself for being
bo startled, yet he continued to grasp
the "43" In his right hand, his eyes
alert.

"Murphy!"
That single word, hurled thus

out of the black night, startled
him more than would a volley of rifles.
He sprang half erect, then as swiftly
crouched behind a willow, utterly un-

able to articulate. For the instant his
very blood ran cold; he appeared to
shrivel up.

"Oh, come, Murphy; Bpeak up, man;
I know you're In here."

That terror of the unknown Instant-
ly vanished. This was the familiar
language of the world, and, however
the fellow came be there, It was
assuredly a man who spoke.

"Who the hell are ye?" he blurt-
ed out.

THE VALE

The visitor laughed, the bushes
rustling as he pushed toward the
sound of the voice. "It's all right,, old
boy. Gave ye quite a scare, I reckon."

Murphy could" now dimly perceive
the other advancing through the Inter-
vening willows, and his Colt shot up
to the level. "Stop! ye take another

step an' I'll let drive. Ye tell me
first who ye be."
The Invader paused, but he realized

the nervous finger pressing the trigger
and made haste to answer. "It's all
right, I tell ye. I'm one o Terry's
scouts."

"Ye are? .list the same I've heard
yer voice afore."
"Likely 'nough. I saw service in the

Seventh."
Murphy was still a trifle

"How'd ye git yere? How'd ye come
ter know whar I wus?"

The man laughed again. "Sorter
hurts yer perfessional feellns, don't it,
old feller, to be dropped in on in this
unceremonious way? Hut It was dead
easy, old man. Ye see I happened
thro Cheyenne only a couple o hours
behind ye, with a bunch o' papers fer
the Yellowstone. The trail's plain
enough out this far, and I loped 'long
at a pretty fair hickory, so thet I was
up on the bluff yonder, and saw ye go
into camp yere Just afore dark. You
wus yer eyes skinned across
the Fourche. and naturally didn't ex-

pect no callers from them hills be-

hind. The rest wus nuthln', an here I
am. It's a darn sight pleasanter ter
hev company travelin', ter my notion.
Now kin I cum on?"

Murphy reluctantly lowered his Colt,
every movement betraying annoyance.
"I reckon. Hut I'd a damn sight
rather risk it alone."

The stranger came forward without
further hesitation. The night was far
too dark reveal features, but to
Murphy's strained vision the new-
comer appeared somewhat slender in
build, and of good height.

"Whar'd ye say ye wus bound?"
"Mouth o' the Powder. We kin ride

tergether fer a night or two."
"Ye kin do as ye please, but I

ain't a huntln' no company, an' I'm
a' goln' 'cross now."

He advanced a few strides toward
his horses. Then suddenly he gave
vent to a smothered cry, so startling
as to cause the stranger to spring
hastily after him.

"Oh! My God! Oh! Look there!"
"What is it, man?"
"There! there! The picture! Don't

you see?"
"Naw; I don't see nuthln. Ye ain't

"Hampton Glued Anxious to the Glass."

temptation

unpleasant
experience

unex-
pectedly

to

suspicious.

to

gone cracked, hev ye? Whose pic-
ture?"

"It's there! O Lord! it's there!
My God! can't ye see? An It's his
face all with green flames

Holy Mary an' I ain't seen It
afore in 15 year!"

He seemed suddenly to collapse, and
the stranger permitted him to drop
limp to the earth.

"Darn If I kin see anythin, old
man, but I'll scout 'round thar a bit.
Jest ter ease yer mind, an' see what I

kin skeer up."
He had hardly taken a half dozen

steps before Murphy called after him:
"Don't don't go an leave me It's
not there now thet's queer!"

The other returned and stood gazing
down upon his huddled figure. "You're
a fine scout! afeard o' spooks. Do ye
take these yere turns often? Fer if
ye do, I reckon as how I'd sooner be
ridin' alone."

Murphy struggled to his feet and
gripped the other's arm. "Never hed
nuthln' like it afore. Hut but It was
thar all creepy an' green ain't seen
thet face in 15 year."

"What face?"
"A a fellow I knew once. He-- he's

dead."
The other grunted disdainfully. "Had

luck ter see them Rort," he volun-
teered, solemnly. "Hlame glad It
warn't me es see It, an' I don't know
as I kecr much right now 'bout keep-I- n

company with ye fer very long.
However, 1 reckon if either of us cal-
culates on doln' much rldln ternight,
we better stop foolla' with ghosts, an'
go ter saddlln' up."

They mado rapid work of It, the
newcomer proving somewhat loqua
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cious, yet holding his voice to a Judi-
cious whisper. It was he who led the
way down the bank, the four horses
blowly splashing through the shallow
water to the northern shore. Hefore
them stretched a broad plain, the sur-
face rocky and uneven, the northern
stars obscured by ridges of higher
land. Murphy promptly gave his
horse the spur, never once glancing
behind, while the other imitated his
example, holding his animal well in
check, being apparently the better
mounted.

They rode silently. The way be-

came more broken and rough as they
advanced, causing them to exercise
greater caution. Flying clouds ob-

scured the stars, yet through the rifts
they caught fleeting glimpses suff-
icient to hold them to their course.
And the encroaching hills swept in
closer upon either hand, leaving them
groping their way between as in a
pocket, yet ever advancing north.

Finally they attained to the steep
bank of a considerable stream, found
the water of sufficient depth to compel
swimming, and crept up the opposite
shore dripping and miserable, yet with
ammunition dry. Murphy stood swear-
ing disjolntedly, wiping the blood from
a wound In his forehead where the
jagged edge of a rock had broken the
skin, but suddenly stopped with a
quick intake of breath that left him
panting. The other man crept toward
him, leading his horse.

"What is it now?" he asked, gruffly.
"Hev" ye got em agin?"

The dazed old scout stared, point-
ing directly across the other'i shoul-
der, his arm shaking desperately.

"It's thar! an' It's his face! Oh,
God! I know It 15 year."

The man glanced backward Into the
pitch darkness, but without moving
his body.

"There's nuthln' out there, 'less It's
a firefly," he Insisted, in a tone of con-
tempt. "You're plum crazy. Murphy;
the night's got on yer nerves. What
is It ye think ye see?"

"His face, I tell ye! Don't I know?
It's all green and ghastly, with snaky
flames playin' about It! Hut I know;
15 years, an' I ain't fergot."

He sank down feebly sank until he
was on his knees, his head craned for-

ward. The man watching touched the
miserable, hunched-u- p figure compas-
sionately, and it shook beneath his
hand, endeavoring to shrink away.

"My God! was thet you? I thought
It was him fer me. Here,
let me take yer hand. Oh. Lord! An
can't ye see? It's Just there beyond
them horses all green, crawlin', dev-

ilish but It's him."
"Who?"
"Brant! Hrant 15 year!"
"Brant? Fifteen years? Do you

mean MaJ. Hrant, the one Nolan killed
over at Hethune?"

"He he didn't"
The old man heaved forward, his

head rocking from side to side; then
suddenly he toppled over on his face,
gasping for breath. His companion
caught him and ripped open the heavy
flannel shirt. Then he strode savage-
ly across in front of his shrinking horse,
tore down the flaring picture, and
hastily thrust it into his pocket, the
light of the phosphorous with which It
had been rubbed being reflected for a
moment on his features.

"A dirty, miserable, low-dow- n trick,"
he muttered. "Poor old devil! Yet
I've got to do it for the little girl."

He stumbled back through the dark-
ness, his hat filled with water, .and
dashed it into Murphy's face. "Come
on. Murphy! There's one good thing
'bout spooks: they don't hang 'round
fer long at a time. Likely es not this
'tin Is gone by now. Brace up, man,
for you an I have got ter get out o
here afore mornin'."

Then Murphy grasped his arm anS
drew himself slowly to his feet.

"Don't see nuthln' now, do ye?"
"No. Where's my horse?"
The other silently reached him the

loose rein, marking as he did so the
quick, nervous peering this way and
that, the starting at the slightest
sound.

"Did ye say. Murphy, as how It
wasn't Nolan after all who plugged
the major?"

"I'm damned if I did. Who eWe
was it?"

"Why, I dunno. Sorter blamed odd
though, thet ghost should be

ye. Darn if It ain't creepy 'nough
ter make a feller believe most any-thin'.- "

Murphy drew himself up heavily
Into his saddle. Then all at once he
shoved the muzzle of a "45" Into the
other's face. "Ye say ntither word
'bout thet, an' I'll make a ghost outer
ye blame lively. Now, ye shet up If
ye ride with me."

They moved forward at a walk and
reached a higher level, across which
the night wind swept, bearing a touch
of cold In its breath as though coming
from the snow-cappe- d mountains to
the west. (There was renewed life In
this invigorating air and Murphy
spurred forward, his companion press-
ing steadily after.

When the first signs of returning
day appeared In the east, the two left
their horses In a narrow canyon, and
crept to the summit of a ridge. Below
lay the broad valley of the Powder.
Then. Murphy turned his head and
looked back Into the other's face.

(TO BE CONTINl'KD.)

One Use for Catalogues.
The American consul at Nankin ut-

ters a caution to his fellow country-
men, who spend lavishly on Illustrated
catalogues on thick paper, handsome-
ly bound, which appear to be highly
prized by the Chinese at Nankin,
where the Bupply Is at times unequal
to the demand. As the ngllsh lan-
guage Is not yet a general accomplish-
ment among the citizens, the consul
made inquiries and discovered that
the leaves of the catalogues were be-

ing used as Inside soles for shoes.

Deafness Cannot Bo Cured
hy local applications, ttief cannot reach the dl

! portion of tha ear. Tbara I only u war to
curs Ueatnsia.aoil tbal I by con.lliiulonal reiuedlea.
Daafnnta ta cau.ej by ao Inflamed vimUltlon if '
inucom lining of tha Ku.tactilan Tube. When thU
tube la Inflamed you have a rumbling ound or Im-
perfect hearing, and wben It I antlrely cloaed, Oeaf-nria- e

la tbe remit, and uuluaa Hie Inflammation can be
taken out aud thla tuba reaiored to li normal condi-
tion, hearing will bn destroyed forever; nine rae
out of ten are cauned by. Catarrh, which la nothing
hut an Inflamed condition of tbe miicoua surfaoea.

We will give One Hundred Itollara for any rane of
Deafneaa (cauaed by catarrh) tbal cannot be cured
by llall'a Catarrh Cure. nd for circular, free.

K. .1. CHfcS K V at CO., Toledo, O.
Bold by PrufuUtn. TV!.
Take llall'a t aiully 1111 (or conatlpatlua.

Similar Result.
There are certain delicate shades of

expression of which a Frenchman is,
as a rule, past master. One member
of that fluent nation, stranded In New
York, was setting forth his troubles to
a lawyer.

"I understand from what you say
that you are convinced your friend e

has stolen your purse," said the
lawyer.

"No, no, monsieur, not so- fast!"
cried his client. "I only say'that if

had not assisted me to hunt for
It I should have found It again."
Youth's Companion.

Hog Cholera.
(The greatest drawback to the hog

Industry which breeders In this coun-
try have to contend with is what is
known as "hog cholera" and "swine
plague."

Hog cholera is a highly contagious
disease and unless checked is liable
to carry off a great number of hogs in
a very short time.

Mr. A. P. Williams, of Burnetts
Creek, Ind., tells of an experience
which he had with some hogs that
had the cholera. "Five years ago,"
says Mr. Williams, "I was in the em-
ploy of Mr. J. D. Richardson, Lafay-
ette, Ind., as his barn foreman. Some
fine hogs that I was feeding took the
cholera. I gave them Sloan's Lini-
ment and did not lose a hog. Some
were so bad they would not drink
sweet milk and I was compelled to
drench them. I have tried It at every
opportunity since and always find It
O. K"

Write for Dr. Sloan's free book on
the treatment of Horses, Cattle, Hogs,
and Poultry. Address: Dr. Earl S

Sloan, 615 Albany Street, Boston,
Mass.

In Demand.
"I hear you have a new automobile,

old man." said the motor-ca- r fiend.
"What does it look like?"

"Well, to tell you the truth," replied
the amateur motorist. "It is as ugly
as a steam roller, makes as much
noise as a traction engine, knocks
over as many people as a freight en-

gine 'and raises as much dust as a
street sweeping machine.

The motor-ca- r fiend was wild with
enthusiasm.

"You don't say!" he blurted eagerly.
"Tell me where I can buy the same
make and I'll give you my old machine
as a present."

Sunday School Lessons for the World.
A power greater than that of kings

ieems to have been wielded by the
little group of thoughtful men who
gathered at the Fenway residence of
W. N. Hartshorn to select the les-
sons for the Sunday schools of the
world, says the Boston Herald. Every
year they gather to make this choice,
and when a decision has been reached
the lessons are handed out to the
printers and by them literally scat-
tered over the planet. The word thus
goes forth not In one but in scores
of languages. Europe and Africa, east
and west, north and south, get these
helps to religious study in the vernac-
ular. There Is a supply for Hawaii,
Japan and the islands of the sea. For
India alone 40 dialects have to be pro-

vided for. Some 500.000,000 Sunday
school leaflets are thus distributed
every year.

OLD SURGEON

Found Coffee Caused Hands to
Tremble.

The surgeon's duties require clear
judgment and a steady hand. A slip
or an unnecessary Incision may do ir-

reparable damage to the patient.
When be found that coffee drinking

caused his hands to tremble, an Ills,
surgeon conscientiously gave it up and
this is his story.

"For years I was a coffee drinker
until my nervous system was nearly
broken down, my hands trembled so I
could hardly write, and Insomnia tor-

tured me at night.
"Besides, how could I safely per-

form operations with unsteady hands,
using knives and Instruments of pre-
cision? When I saw plainly the bad
effects of coffee, I decided to stop it,
and three years ago I prepared some
Postum, of which I had received a
sample.

"The first cupful surprised me. It
was mild, soothing, delicious. At this
time I gave some Postum to a friend
who was In a similar cbndition to
mine, from the use of coffee.

"A few days after, I met him and
he was full of praise for Postum, de-

claring he would never return to cof-
fee but stick to Postum. We then or-

dered a full supply and within a short
time my nervousness and consequent
trembling, as well as Insomnia, disap-
peared, blood circulation became nor-
mal, no dizziness nor heat flashes.

"My friend became a Postum en-

thusiast, his whole family using it ex-

clusively.
"It would be the fault of the one

who brewed the Tostum, if it did not
taste good when served.

"The best food may be spoiled if
not properly made, Postum should be
boiled according to directions on the
pkg. Then it is all right, anyone can
rely on it. It ought to become the
national drink." "There's a Reason."
Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich. Read "The Road to
Wellvllle," In pkgs.

WINTER WHEAT CROP

HE REALIZED $33 PER ACRE. HIS
OATS $37 PER ACRE IN SOUTH-

ERN ALBERTA, WESTERN
CANADA.

Coaldale, Alta, Can., Nor. 19. 1907t
Sir: I beg to say that this year we

had 349 acres of grain, consisting of
197 acres of spring wheat and 152
acres of oats. The average yield of
wheat was 38 bushels per acre and
oats 74 bushels. We were offered
$1.00 per bushel for wheat and 50
cents for oats, making the acre val-

ues for the two crops $38.00 and $37.00
respectively.

We also had 50 tons of hay worth
$13.00 per ton, and 500 bushels of po-

tatoes, worth 60 cents per bushel, the
latter off 26 acres of ground.

Our best yields this year were 107
; cres of wheat, making 41 bushels per
acre at $1. 00 per bushel, would be
$41.0Q per acre; 47 acres of oats, yield-

ing 95 bushels per acre were sold for
50 cents per bushel. Proceeds, $47.00
per acre.

I might add that 50 acres of our oats
were "stubbled in."

During the spring of 1906, we hired
about 300 acres broken by steam. We
put in and harvested 55 acres of grain
last year, did the remainder of our
breaking, worked up the ground and
seeded this year's entire crop, put in
seven acres of alfalfa and five acres
of garden potatoes, trees, etc., all
with one four-hors- team. During har-
vest we hired other teams, but, aside
from this, and part of the breaking,
the one team did the work of raising
practically 19,000 bushels of grain,
worth $12,000.

Yours truly,
W. H. PAWSON, JR.

WINTER WHEAT 25 TO 30 BUSH-EL- S

TO THE ACRE IN SOUTH-
ERN ALBERTA.

Warner, Alta, Canada, Jan. 9, 1908.
Dear Sir: This is the first year of

farming in this settlement. Mr. A. L.
Warner raised twenty-fiv- e hundred
and fifteen bushels of fine winter
wheat on one hundred acres of break-
ing and Tenny brothers had sixty
acres that went thirty bushels per
acre.- - The winter wheat that Is in
this year looks fl ne.

Spring wheat here went thirty bush-
els per acre, oats fifty to eighty, bar-
ley fifty, and flax ten to fifteen on
sod.

The settlers here are all well
pleased with the country. The stock
have not required any feed except
tbe grass up to this date and are all
fat. Yours truly,

F. S. LEFFINGWELL.
(Information as to how to reach

these districts, rates, etc.. can be
secured from any agent of the Canadi-
an government, whose advertisement
appears elsewhere. Ed.)

Heard at the Drama.
Mrs. Ryetop John, how much time

elapses between the second and third
acts?

Mr. Ryetop The program says sin
months, Maria.

Mrs. Ryetop (aghast) Six months,
John? Lands, we can't wait! Why
them buckwheat cakes I left to riz
will have gone clear through the roof
by that time.

In a Pinch, Use ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE- .

A powder. It cures painful, smart-
ing, nervous feet and ingrowing nails.
It's the greatest comfort discovery of
the age. Makes new shoes easy. A

certain cure for sweating feet. Sold
by all Druggists. 25c. Accept no sub-
stitute. Trial package. FREE. Ad-

dress A. S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y.

The Difference.
"Grafton calls himself a 'profes-

sional man and yet he takes no part
in anything but politics. Is politics a
profession or a business?"

"Well, wben his side is In power it's
a business; otherwise it's merely a
profession." Philadelphia Press.

Every Lover of Good Music
should Uke advantage of the offer the
Jerome II. Remick Co. of New York make
in the advert iing. columns of thin paper
to send for 23 cent the words and mimic
of nine of the best pieces of the Merry
Widow Opera, all theTHge at present in
London, Paris and New York.

The end and object of our existence
should be work, or the legitimate em-

ployment of all our faculties. H. R.
Haweis.

WHAT CAL'SES HEADACHE.
From October to May, Colds are the most fre-
quent cause of Headache. LAXATIVE HKOMO
yllN INK removes cause. K.W.Oroveon boiSftc

Goethe: There Is nothing more
frightful than Ignorance In action.

Digestive Difficulties? Headache? Sal-
low complexion? The remedy is (Ssriield
Tea, the Herb Laxative. Write for asm-pie-

(tarfield Tea Co., Brookljn, N. Y.

If wishes were coal heaps we'd none
of us freeze! Detroit Free Press.

rif.Efl CURED IN 6 TO 14 DAYS.
PAXO OINTMKNT Is gnsranteed to rnrs any esss
of ltchins. Ullnd. Bleeding rr fnoradlng Ills In

toMdsrsornioney refunded. Oc.

An average yield of ginger In Ja-

maica U about 2,000 pounds an acre.

TLcro la Only Ono

"lBirninniD
Thai la

USTO THE WORLD OVER TO

Always remember the full name.

(or tids signature on every box.

After Bufferlnpr for even years,
thlswoman was restored tohealth
1V Lydlal2.Plnkhanrs Vegetable
Compound. Head her letter,

Mrs. Sallie French, of Paucaunla,
Ind. Ter., writes to Mrs. linkbam:

"I had female troubles for seven
years was all run-dow- and so ner
tous I could not do anything. The
doctors treated me for different trouble
but did me no good. While in this con-
dition I wrote to Mrs. Pinkham for ad-

vice and took Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-

table Compound, and I am now strong
and well."

FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.
For thirty years Lydia E. Pink-ham- 's

Vegetable Coturound, mado
from roots and herbs, nas been the
standard remedy for female ilia,
and has positively cured thousands of
women who have been troubled with
displacements, inflammation, ulcera-
tion, fibroid tumors, irregularities,
periodic pains, backache, that bearing--

down feeling, flatulency, indiges-- t
ion,dizziness,o r ne rvous prostration.

Why don't you try it?
Don't hesitate to write to Mrs.

Pinkham if there is anything
about your sickness you do not
understand. She will treat your
letterinconfldencoandadviseyou
free. Jfo woman ever regrretted
writing her, and because of her
vast experience she has helped
thousands. Address, Lynn, Maas.

J w

THE ONLY ;

Sanitary
Durable

VAUCQATIKS

It is marvellous what a
beautiful color effect can
be secured in a room
when the wall is tinted
with Alabastinc. There
is a richness as well as a
freshness and a dainti-
ness about it that no
other material gives.
Alabastinc Co.

Grand rapids, Mich,
new york city

16 Beautiful All Good Dsal-- ri
Tints. 1 pkg. Soil Itcevsn 303 to
450 iquarsfast Do Not Tabs

of Will. Any Subttl tuts.

Typical Farm Scans, Showing Stock Raising Is

VESTEnfl CANADA
Somf of the choice t lands for (Train growing,

stock raiting and mixed farming tn the new (lis
trirts ot Naxkatcbcwan and Alberta have rw
cently been 0psae4 for SstUement under to

Revised Homestead Regulations
Entry may now be made by proxy (on cert Is

conditions), by the father, mother, son, daugh-
ter, brother or sister of an intending home-
steader. Thousands of homesteads of ISO acres
each are thus now easily available In theao
great , stock-raisin- and mixed
(arming aerUons.

There you will And healthful climate, good
neighbor, churches for family worship, achools
fur your children, good laws, splendid crops,
and railroads convenient to market.

Entry fee in each cae Is 110.00. For pampb-let.'Iait- t
Bent Wt," particulars as to rates,

routes, beat time to go and where to locate,
apply to

N. Y. McHJIES. i Avtnss Tasatrs Black. IMrsst.
Michlfafl; ar C. A. LAL'EIEI. SssU Sis. Marls, Mfcaw

NORTH BUTTE
EXTENSION

Will be shipping or In May. The stock
is now selling around 2 00 m share.
It will sell at ilO.OO or lit 00 before tha
end of the year. Bend for full informa-
tion and quotations. Free on request.

E. M. BUCHANAN & CO.
INVISTMBNT aOUPHTIIt

42 Brsasway New York City

If yo want to hatea arscy fsrtus sgg, yos snosld get a

Mandy Leo Incubator
tMraoaa It's th. marhlns that la "built that way
Nona other Ilk. It. l'ailaar tell hnw and h. Kn4fur it today -- as W. vsu, U. Lai CO., umaba, Mste.

a tare baa otolites ale

ManEnnMo9

CURE A COLD IM OME DAT,

Look

2 So


